72  THE CUTTING OF AN AGATE
Shakespeare,55 he wrote, or some such
words, " but I have it no longer; I write
from memory.55 One wondered in what
vicissitude he had sold it, and for what
money; and an image of the man rose
in the imagination. To be his ordinary
self as much as possible, not a scholar or
even a reader, that was certainly his pose;
and "in the lecture he gave at Oxford he
insisted " that the poet should hide nothing
of himself,55 though he must speak it all
with " a care of that dignity which should
manifest itself, if not in the perfection of
form, at all events with an invisible, in-
sensible, but effectual endeavour after this
lofty and severe quality, I was about to
say this virtue.55 It was this feeling for
his own personality, his delight in singing
his own life, even more than that life
itself, which made the generation I belong
to compare him to Villon. It was not till
after his death that I understood the
meaning his words should have had for
me, for while he lived I was interested
in nothing but states of mind, lyrical
moments, intellectual essences. I would
not then have been as delighted as I am
now by that guitar player, or as shocked as